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HENRY [startled]. Amelia !                                            [He rises.
MRS SLATER. Henry, why shouldn't we bring that bureau
down here now ?   We could do it before they come.
HENRY [stupefied]. I wouldn't care to.
MRS SLATER. Don't look so daft.    Why not ?
HENRY. It doesn't seem delicate, somehow.
MRS SLATER. We could put that shabby old chest of drawers
upstairs where the bureau is now.   Elizabeth could have that
and welcome.   I've always wanted to get rid of it.
[She points to the drawers.
HENRY. Suppose they come when we're doing it.
MRS SLATER. I'll fasten the front door.    Get your coat off,
Henry; we'll change it.
[MRS SLATER goes out to fasten the front door.   HENRY takes
his coat off.    MRS SLATER reappears.
MRS SLATER. I'll run up and move the chairs out of the
way.
[VICTORIA appears, dressed according to her mother's instruc-
tions.
VICTORIA. Will you fasten my frock up the back, Mother ?
MRS SLATER. I'm busy ; get your father to do it.
[MRS SLATER hurries upstairs, and HENRY fastens the frock,
VICTORIA. What have you got your coat off for, Father ?
HENRY. Mother and me is going to bring Grandfather's
bureau down here.
VICTORIA [after a moment's thought]. Are we pinching it before
Aunt Elizabeth comes ?
HENRY  [shocked]. No,  my child.    Grandpa gave it your
mother before he died.
VICTORIA. This morning ?
HENRY. Yes.
VICTORIA. Ah 1   He was drunk this morning.
HENRY. Hush; you mustn't ever say he was drunk, now.
[HENRY has fastened the frock, and MRS SLATER appears
carrying a handsome clock under her arm.
MRS SLATER. I thought I'd fetch this down as well.   [She puts
it on the mantelpiece.]   Our clock's worth nothing and this always
appealed to me.